Making way from the kindling surges, I rode on a
bridle-path
Much wondering to see upon all hands, of wattles and
woodwork made,
Your bell-mounted churches, and guardless the sacred
cairn and the rath,
And a small and a feeble populace stooping with mat-
tock and spade,
Or -weeding or ploughing with faces a-shining with
much-toil wet;
While in this place and that place, with bodies un-
glorious, their chieftains stood,
Awaiting in patience the straw-death, croziered one,
caught in your net:
Went the laughter of scorn from my mouth like the
roaring of wind in a wood*
And before I went by them so huge and so speedy with
eyes so bright,
Came after the hard gaze of youth, or an old man lifted
his head:
And I rode and I rode, and I cried out, 'The Fenians
hunt wolves in the night,
So sleep thee by daytime/ A voice cried, 'The Fenians
a long time are dead*1
A whitebeard stood hushed on the pathway, the flesh
of his face as dried grass,
And in folds round his eyes and his mouth, he sad as a
child without milk;
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